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t i ie Shakespeare, Goethe and Schiller Vereins. 
societies, as shakeS peare was unveiled in the park, 

LaS l 7 il 23 rd when members of the Shakespeare Club from all 
°" Knf Germany were present. The same evening “ Hamlet ” 
Sns rite., in the Theatre with great success, especially f or 
“he Shakespeare Society. Amongst the important things to 
in Weimar is the Museum, contammg clnefly pamtmgs ; 
some of the most fascinating are a group of mural paintings 
from Preller, illustrating the story of the Odyssey. The Royal 
Library is also particularly interesting and has a fine collection 
of books, many having been presented over a century ago ; 
moreover, any inhabitant of Weimar or a visitor with an 
introduction from a householder has the light to take out 
books for a stated time. This is a great privilege, as many 
persons are here for the sole purpose of study. 

If the winter is cold enough there is a great deal of sleighing, 
and even skiing which is more exciting than skating. For 
tiie summer, there is tennis ; and the English have arranged 
a sport club including other games too ; the Germans may 
join, which is a very good thing, as the common interest 
encourages a spirit of congeniality. One expects to find 
differences of taste or social customs in all nations, but it is 
by adapting ourselves as much as possible that we shall be 
made welcome and gain most benefit from our sojourn in 
foreign lands. 


OF BABIES. 

By Edith Escombe. 

O little men and women, 

Dear flowers yet unblown ! 

O little kings and beggars 
Of the pageant yet unshown! 

Sleep soft and dream pale dreams now, 

To-morrow is your own ” 

Lawrence Alma Tadema. 

A much maligned and little understood race! I am rather 
a connoisseur of babies. They are as distinctive to me as 
is each sheep to the shepherd who tends his flock. As a race 
I love babies, but, as individuals, there are some I have frankly 
disliked. Apart from deformity, disease, or pronounced 
delicacy , all babies are more or less beautiful ; creatures of 
soft rounded curves, delicious depressions, and a rosy-pink 
colouring that belongs alike to the dawn of lives as well as 
days. Beyond this they are wonderful, wonderful in a dignity 
of reserve that dwells in solemn glances which wander aimlessly 
from object to object. Strangely wonderful too in the cry 
that proclaims a new creature’s human existence, to procure 
which we may be guilty of a certain roughness, for is not that 
cry the physical proof that a child has grasped the first elements 
of individual life, that from henceforth he starts an isolated 
independent career ? Symbolical too is this cry, for is not all 
human progress, each new experience, gained by wav of tears ! 

Crude enough are our methods with this human cub as by 
water and soap we admit him to his first baptism of 
regeneration ; whereupon, not without protestation, we clothe 
him in many coverings, thereby proving to him that nature has 
failed to equip him fully for his human journey. Cleansed 
and clothed he is offered the means of subsistence, whereof 
the subsistence itself is denied, thus unsatisfied, we— typifying 
that final service — lay him down to sleep. 

I have been present at many a human entry, yet to me each 
new life as it joins us emphasises afresh an unexplained miracle. 
Why should babies come to those who could live so happily 
without them ; while from others who ache and pray and long, 
they hold themselves aloof ? How is it they find their way 
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SO 


su readily to the homes of the poor and destitute, whilst 
dynasties have perished failing heirs to carry on the li ne ? 
Why do they delay their coming when men and women are 
voting, and homes chosen with prospective nurseries, merely 
to stand on the threshold when their welcome is outworn and 
hearts have grown cold and old ? Why, again, do some come 
to stay a day or so, or may be hours only, before they journey 
on— strange mysterious messengers, mere birds of passage in 
their flight ; whilst others tarry sufficiently long to fill tfi e 
hearts that love them and then they too pass, leaving behind 
them an echo of pattering feet and childish laughter that 
rings for ever in the silence of memory. 

“ Uninteresting,” is the familiar epithet usually applied 
to babies. Uninteresting because they cannot walk, or talk • 
uninteresting because they do not know us ! How often 
would I gladly have exchanged the meaningless chatter of a 
contemporary for the sober silence of a baby ; how willingly 
rould I have stayed the restless pacing of a nerve-driven 
adult could I have had instead the baby of the past stretching 
die feet to the warmth of the fire. Uninteresting becausf 
they do not know us ! True, babies are no flatterers no 
distinguishes of persons ; they are crudely indiffereni to 

anything beyond their personal wants. 

Oddly* enough, " ^ “ g “ StS ! 

in the poorest Bn ^ arm est greeting is often given 

S-t t L £ are apt to 

very existence is referred to * Comin S was unwished, its 
distant room is chosen as ^ “ n ^ Cldent - whikt the 

not love tLm whath^are h“T” * "Tv !' 1 ^ if We d ‘ d 

ln the bare ward of 1 T a G ’ Were wor< ^ s °f a mother 
woman, in a small cott ° n ° n ^ yin £' in Hospital. Another 
from pain, “ How rn 1 at ^ c > said, during an interval 
suffering!” I quote ^1 an ^ one no * l°ve them after this 
reception I can conceive W ° rds as expressing the finest 

first perilous journey ein ^ §* ven to a passenger on this 

Another woman who haH ^ 4 

her child, later said to me “ ti° eSted mucl1 at the coming of 
an d I have found this ; ’ lc ^' ^ring the love with them,” 

most instances to be an unfailing 
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ddressing a Polish Jewess who, with an expression 
of rapt devotion, was bending over her baby, I said, “ Wie 
ste das Kind heb haben!” “ Was wollen sie aber ,” was her 

quick rejoinder, “ bin ich nicht Mutter ! ” And that was her 
eighth child. 

True this helpless race demands untold patience, constant 
care, and some of the individuals repay us with base ingratitude, 
but are they in this so very different from children of a larger 
growth the men and women on whom we lavish love and 
passion, for whom we watch, and pray, and wait 

There is much resemblance between the striving of an 
an gry baby unwillingly laid down to sleep, and the impotent 
struggle of a human soul against an inevitable destiny. As 
we rock the cradle and croon monotonous lullabys the object 
of our care tosses himself in helpless protest, he flings aside 
his covering, he raises his voice in the loudest lament of which 
he has command, till suddenly and with no warning his cry 
ceases, his struggles relax and he is asleep. Thus we contend 
against a higher destiny that overrules our aspirations, in 
much such futile manner we protest against circumstance 
that keeps us to our narrow limit, and we struggle against the 
hand that holds us where we are, till — in much the same 
unaccountable way — there comes a lull in this fever of rest- 
lessness and a sense of resignation brings a spirit of rest and 
calm. 


Everything about a baby is so immature. In their mere 
creature wants they are so frankly animal, so devoid of any- 
thing approaching manners or morals and at the same time 
they are so potentially rich in what they might and may 
become. Not without interest is the thought that all human 
greatness has come from this one beginning : “ A man is a 
great thing upon the earth and through eternity, but every 
jot of the greatness of man is unfolded out of woman ; first 
the man is shaped in the woman, he can then be shaped in 
himself.” Strive as we may to exalt our destiny, there is no 
escaping from or ignoring this fact of birth. In the face of 
luxurious refinements, of studied artificialities, of false senti- 
ment, in spite of cloistered self-imprisonment, stands the 
inexorable law of human continuity. And so the baby reigns 
and must reign. 
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The homage of the magi is no mere tale, or bald historical 
fact— rather it symbolises an eternal truth In all ages the 
wise men have recognised in the child their future ruler ; 
the Church has ever aimed at seeming the children, and every 
educational body has served to emphasise the importance of 
early training. 

The neglect of children proves the depravity of a nation. 
The pinched unnatural faces of babies in the streets are speaking 
testimony of a people s degeneration, and the wise would do 
well to consider these babies who are sitting in silent judgment 
on the nation that permits the wrong. Each age demands 
homage of the preceding age, and it were wisdom for the 
people to offer their gifts before the demand be enforced. 

With a view to receiving my opinion on the physical condition 
of the children, I was once asked by a District Councillor if 
I would accompany her on a visit she was paying to a woman 
who kept a “ baby-farm.” Some new regulations had been 
made that, except under specified conditions, these women 
were not to undertake the charge of more than two babies 
unless— if I remember rightly— the sum of over £20 was paid 
down towards the keep of the child. The visit took us to 
a country town on a branch line, distinguished by little beyond 
a single street and a few' unimportant shops, with the usual 
environment of newly built villas, before it merged once again 
into the country. The address brought us to a bow-windowed 
semi-detached villa. An apparently respectable looking 
woman answered the door. The reason of our visit being 
exp amed she showed us over the house. In an ill-lighted 
i ? m , W1 ^ an ou ^°°k i n to the back yard were collected 
ah n + / l ° VN & a ^ e 'barrier five children, of ages varying from 
D J* . ° llr to Seven years » their curiosity had brought them 
either ft ^ d °° r ’ P eerin g— < according to their size- 

morning "outside" and" at* 6 barricade * Tt was a lovely 

plav in the rr. i ‘ t our iec l ues t they were released to 

what larger ? ^ dt tbe back - We were next shown a some- 
three bab e/f T T™ 01 a outlook. Here were 

appearance of tLThildren A§ ^ th ® 

°f which to complain h IT tlGre WaS nothin S definite 
kept indoors n r c ' ond colourless faces of children 
ne 01 them w as unhealthily fat and, the 
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woman said, was being attended for rickets. But what 
struck me was the apathy of these three babies ! No bluster 
of protest, no lamentation, no angry disapproval — silent 
resignation. Mouse-wise I pattered my fingers along the table 
to the accompaniment of “ creepie, creepie, creepie,” the fat 
baby to whom I made this advance merely raised his eyes to 
my face in sober recognition. I asked their names, and was 
struck by the incongruity of the position of the children and 
the names — which I regret to say I have forgotten — but I 
remember the thought instantly occurred to me that these 
poor mothers had called their children after the never-to-be- 
known fathers. I enquired of the woman if she ever had 
ladies’ children. Sometimes, she told me, and added that the 
parents were mostly servants and gentlemen. The mother 
of one of the babies left in the woman’s charge had given £40 
before leaving for South America never to return, thus — as 
J udas with the thirty pieces of silver — she denied her 
motherhood. 

We were taken to the sleeping-rooms. The three babies, 
it was explained, slept side by side, placed lengthwise, in a 
single bed against the wall. The last room was an attic. 
There had been two other babies, but they had both recently 
died. On our way upstairs we passed a prospective mother, 
dusting ; we were told that she was awaiting the arrival of 
her baby which would then be left as a nurse-child in the 
house. The front room on the ground floor was arranged as 
a bedroom which was, we were informed, “ let out.” Thus 
in that one house was revealed the sordid story of human 
weakness, human degradation. The double-bedded room, 
the mother-to-be, the pallid apathetic babies, the unknown 
fathers — a hideous sequence of what, rightly understood, 
constitutes the most perfect of human relations, human ties, 
and which, misused, leads to a hell of shame. 

Wherever in this human existence there are men and women 
there will be love, and so long as love finds expression in 
human passion there will be continuity of this human race, 
and eternal spring for ever blossoming on the old earth. An 
for this let us be thankful, thankful that there wi a wavs 
babies to bring joy and gladness into hearts and liv es t lat nee 
their presence, and have made a fit welcome foi their tec p 


